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PART L Costimjkd.

I leaned across the table, and, with
tov face about a foot from his, looked
straight into his eyes. They betrayed
no sign of recognition no knowledge
of my presence. I am ashamed to say
I could not divest myself of the impres-

sion that they were looking through me.
The pupils were greatly dilated. Tho
lids were wide apart I lighted a taper
find held it before them, but could sec
no expansion of the iris. It was a case,
1 confess, entirely beyond niv compre-
hension. I had no experience which
might serve as a guide as to what was
the best course to adopt. All I could
do was to stand and watch carefully
lor auy change.

Save for his regular breathing and a
5ort of contulsivc twitching of his

lingers, Carr.ston might hate been, a
corpse or a statu. His face could
scarcely grow paler than it had been
before the attack. Altogether, it was
an unconifort-ibl- o sight a creepy sight

this motionless nun. utterly regard-
less of all that went ou around him. and
seeing, or giving one the idea that he
saw. oniething far away. I sighed as
I looked at the lRingu spectacle, and
foresaw vi hat th's end must surely be.
But although I longed for him to aw ake.
I determined on th:s occasion to let the
trance, or tit, run its full course, that I
might notico in what manner and how
soon consciousness returned.

i must have waited and w.itched some
ten minutes minutes which seemed to
mc interminable. At lost I saw the
lips quit er, the lids flicker once or twice,
and eventually close wearily over the
tyes. The unnatural tension of every
muscle seemed to relax, and sighing
deeply, and apparently quite exhausted.
Carriston san bick into his chair with
beads of perspiration forming on his
white brow. The lit was over.

In a moment I was at his side and
forcing a glass of wine down his throit
He looked up at me and spoke. His
voice was faint, but his words were
quite collected.

"I have seen her again," ho said.
"She is well: but so unhappy. I saw
her kneel down and pray, bh'o stretched
her beautiful arms out to me. And yet
I know not w here to look for her my
poor love! my poor love!"

I waited until I thought he had suf-
ficiently recovered from his exhaustion
to talk without injurious consequences.

Carriston." I said, "let mc ask yon
one question: are these trances or vis-ki-

voluntary, or not?"
He reflected for a few moments. "I

can't quite tell tou.." he said: "or,
rather. I would put it in this way. I
do not think I can exercise mv power
at will; but I can feel when tlie fit is
coming on mc, and, I believe, can, if I
choose, stop mvself from yielding
to it"

"Very well Now listen. Promise
me you will tight against these seizures
as much as tou can. If jou don't, you
trill be raving mail in a month.1'

"I can't promi.-- e that" Carris-
ton, quietly. "See her at times I must
or 1 shall die. But I promise to yield
as seldom as may be. 1 know, as well
as you do, that the very exhaustion I
now feel must be injurious to any one."

In truth, he looked utterly worn out
Very much dissatisfied with his conces-
sion, the best I could get from him, I
ent him to bed. knowing that natural

rest if he could get it, would do more
than anything else toward restoring a
healthy tone to his mind.

vm.
Although Carriston stated that he

came to mc for n'd, and, it may be,
protection, he manifested the greatest
reluctance in following any advice I
offered him. The obstinicy of his re-

fusal to obtain the assi-- t tnce of the po-

lice placed me in a predicament That
Madeline Rowan had really disappeared
I was, of course, compelled to believe.
It might even be possible that she was
kept against her will in some place of
concealment In such a case it be-

hooved us to take proper stops to irace
ier. Her welfare should not depend
upon the hallucinations and eccentric
ideas of a man half out of his senses
with love and grief. I all but resolvtd.
even at the risk of forfeiting Carriston's
friendship, to put the whole matter in
the hands of the police, unlc-s- , in the
course of a day or two, we heard from
the girl herselr, or Carriston suggested
some better plan.

Curiously enough, although refusing
to be guided by me, he made no sug-
gestion on his own account He was
racked by fear and suspense, yet It's
only idea of solving bis difhculties
seemed to be that of waiting. He did
nothing. He simply waited, as if he
expected that chance would bring what
he should have been searching for high
and low.

Some days passed before I could get
a tardy consent that aid should be
sought Even then he would not go to
the proper quarter; but he allowed me
to summon to our councils a man who
advertised himself as being a private
detective- - This man, or one of his
men, came at our call and heard what
was wanted of him. Carriston re-

luctantly gave him one of Madeline's
jjhotograpns. He also told him that
only be watching and spying on Ralph
Carriston's every action could he hope
to obtain tht clew. I did not much
like the coarse adopted, nor did I like
the look of the man to whom the in-

quiry was intrusted; but, at auy rate,
something was being done.

A week passed without news from
our agent Carriston, in truth, did not
seem to expect any. I believe he only
employed the man in deference to my
wishes. He moved about the house in
a disconsolate fashion. I had not told
him of my interview with his cousin,
but had cautioned him on the rare oc-

casions upon which he went
to avoid speaking f o strangers,

ia& mv" servants had strict instructions
gis? - to prevent any one coming in and tak- -
fcjKjIr5, " i118" mY guest'by surprise.
ijf'tf For I' had, during those day, opened

vNzfMiia m rfvwifTH An Hal lnmiirr nn Tntr nvn -
: - 4? onnt. I wanted to learn somethinsr
'w? ti"8 r-- K&'ph Carriston. Sol
SvV asked a man who knew everybody to
ff'.'S- - fiari out all abont him.

Dorsetshire; but the greater part of his
time was spent in town, usee ne was
supposed to be well off; hut bow it was
the general opinion that every acre he
owned was mortgaged, and that he was
much pressed for money. "But," my
informant faid, 'there is but oae life
between him and the reversion to large
estates, and that life is a poor one. I
believo even now there is a talk about
the man who stands in his way being
mad. If so, Ralph Carriston will get
the management of everything."

After this news I felt it more than
ever needful to keep a watchful eye on
my friend. So far as 1 knew there had
been no recurrence of the trance, and I
began to hope that proper treatment
would effect a complete cure, when, to
my great alarm and annoyance, Car-
riston, while sitting with mc, suddenly
and without warning, fell into the same
state of body and mind as previously
described. This time he was sitting in
another part of the room. After watch-
ing him for a minute or two, and, just
as 1 was making up my miud to arouse
him and scold nim thoroughly for his
folly, he sprang to his feet, and, shout-
ing: "Let her go! Loose her, I say!"
rushed violently across the room so
violently that f had barely time to in-

terpose and prevent him from coming
into contact with the opposite w all.

Upon returning to his senses he told
mc, with great excitement that he had
again seen Madeline; moreover, this
t me he had mscii a mau with her a
man who had placed his hand upon her
wrist and kept it there; and so, accord-
ing to Carriston's w ild reasoning, be-

came, on account of tho contact vis-
ible to him.

He told me he had watched them for
some moments, until the man, tighten-
ing his grip on the girl's arm, endeav-
ored, he thought to lead her or induce
her to follow him somewhere. Aithis
juncture, unaware that he was gazing
at a vision, he had rushed to her as-

sistance in the frantic way I have
then he awoke.

He also told me he had studied the
man's lcaturo and general npjwarance
most carefully with a view to fcture
recognition. All these ridiculous state-
ments were made as he made the former
ones, with the a'r of one relating sim-

ple, undeniable facts one speaking tho
plain, unvarnished truth, aud expect-
ing full credence to be given to his
words.

It was too absurd! too sad! It was
evident to me that the barrier between
his hallucinations, dreams, visions, or
whatever he chose to call them, and
pure insanity was now a very slight
and fragile one. But before I gave Ids
case up as hopeless I determined to
make another strong npjical to his
common-sens- I told him of his cous-
in's tisit to me of his intentions and
proposition. I begged him to consider
what consequences his extraordinary
beliefs and extravagant actions must
eventually entail, lie listened atten-
tively and calmly.'

"You sec now," he stid. "how r'ght
I was in attributing all this to Ralph
Carriston how right I was to come to
you, a doctor of standing, who can
touch for my sanity."

"Vouch for your sanity! How can I,
when tou sit here and talk such arrant
nonsense and expect me to believe it?
When you jump 'from your chair and
msh madly at some "v.sionary foe?
Sane as you may be in all else, any evi-

dence I coutd give in your favor must
break down in cross-exa- nation if an
inkling of these things got about
Come, CarrMon, " be rexonable. and
prove your sanity by setting about this
search for Miss Rovvau ia a proper
way."

He made no reply, outwalked up and
down the room apparently in deep
thought My words teemed to have
had no effect upon him. Presently he
seated himself; and, as if to avoid

to the argument drew a book
at hazard from my shelve and began
to rend. He opened th.! volume at ran-
dom, but after reading a few lines
seemed struck by something that met
his eyes and in a few minutes tta
deeply immersed in the contents of the
book. I glanced at it to sec what had
so awakened his interest. By a curious
fatality he had chosen a book the vcrv
worst for him in his present frama of
mind (tilchrist's recently publi-- h d life
of William Blake, that masterly memoir
of a man who was on certain points as
mad as Carriston himself. I was about
to remonstrate, when he laid down the
volume and turned to mc

"Varley, the painter," he said, "was
a firm believer in Blake's vision."

"Varley was a bigger fool than
Blake," 1 retorted, "rancy his sitting
down and watching his clctcr but mal
friend draw spectral heads, and believ-
ing them to be genuine portraits of
dead kings whose forms condescended
to appear to Blake!"

A sudden thought seemed to strike
Carriston. "Will you give me ome
paper and chalk?" he asked. Upon
being furnished with the materials he
seated himsell at the table and began
to draw. At least a dozen times he
sketched, with his usual rapidity, some
object or another, and a dozen times,
after a moment's consideration, threw
each sketch aside with an 'air of disap-
pointment and began a fresh one. At
last one of his attempts seemed to come
up to his requirements. "I have it
now, cxact'y:" he cried, with joy, even
triumph, in his voice. He spent some
time in putting g toucho to the
successful sketch, then he handed me
the paper.

"That i the man I saw just now
with Madeline," he sa'd. "When I
find him I shall find her." He spoke
with all sincerity and conviction. I
looked at the paper with, I am bound
to say, a great amount of curiosity.

No matter from wnat vls'.onary
source Carriston had drawn his
insniration, his sketch was vigorous
and natural enough. I have already
mentioned his wonderful power of
drawing portraits from memory, so
was wdlinr to grant that he might
have nproauccd the outline of some
face which had somewhere struck him.
Yet why should it have been this one?
His drawing represented the three-quart-

face of a man an ordinary
man apparently between forty and
fifty years of ag6. It was a coarse-feature-

face, with a
ragged ruff of hair round the chin.
It was not the face of a gentleman, nor
even the face of a gently-nurture- d

man; and the artist, by a few cunning
strokes, had made it wear a crafty and
sullen look. The sketch, as I write
this, lies before me, so that I am not
speaking from memory.

Now there are some portraits of
which, without haviog seen the
original, we- - say: "What splendid
likenesses these must her It was so
with Carriston's sketch. .Looking at it,
jou felt sure it was exactly like the
man whom it was intended to repre-
sent So that with the certain amount
of art knowledge which I am at least
supposed to possess, it was hard for me.
after examining the drawing and

recoiilH?th3trt artist's Umcn a
even-line-

, to bnnr ajself to accept
the fact tot It waslnit the outcome of
a diseased imagination. As, at this
very moment. 1 glance at that draw-
ing, I scarcely blame myself for the
question that faintly framed itself in
my innermost heart "Could it be
possible could there be ia certain or-

ganizations powers not yet known
not yet properly investigated?"

My thought supposing such a
thought was ever there was not

by Carriston, who, speaking,
as if his faith in the bodily existence of
the man whose portrait lay in my hand
was unassailable, said:

" I noticed that his general appear
ance waa that of a countryman an En-
glish peasant; so in the country shall
bnd my love. Moreover, it will be
easy to identify the man, as 'the top
jo'nt is missing from tlie middle finger
of his right hand. As it lay on Made-
line's arm I noticed that"

I argued with him no more. I felt
that words would be but wasted.

A day or two after I had witnessed
what I must call Carriston's second
seizure, we were favored with a visit
from the man whoso services we had
secured to trace Madeline. Since he
had received his instructions we had
heard nothing of his proceedings until
he now called to report progress in per-
son. Carriston had not expressed the
slightest curiosity as to where the man
was or what he was about Probably
he looked upon the employment of this
private detective as nothing more use-
ful than a salve to my conscience. That
Madeline was only to be found through
the power which he professed to hold
of seeing her in his visions was, 1 felt
certain, becoming a rooted belief ot
his. Whenever 1 expressed my surprise
that our agent had brought or sent no
information. Carriston shrugged his
shoulders, and. assured mo that from
tlie first he knew the man's rodcarchej
would be fruitless. However, the fel-

low had called at last, and, I hoped,
had brought us good news.

Ha was a glilvtongued man. who
spoke in a confident matter-of-fa-

way. When he saw us he rubbed his
hands as one who had brought affairs
to a successful isuc, and now meant to
reap praie and other rewards. His
whole bearing told me he had made an
important discovery; so I begged him
to be seated, and give us his news.

Carriston gave him a careless glance
and stood at some little distance from
us. He looked as if he thought the im-

pending communication scarcely worth
the trouble of listening to. He might
indeed, from his looks have been the
most disinterested person of the three.
He even left me to do the questioning.

"Now, then, Mr. Sharpe," I said,
"let us hear if you have earned your
money."

"I think so, sir," replied Sharpe,
looking curiously at Carriston, who,
strange to say. heard this answer with
supreme inditlcronce.

"1 think I may say I have, sir," con-

tinued tlie detective "that is, if tlie
gentleman can identify these articles
as being the young lady's property."

Thereupon he produced from a thick
letter-cas- e a ribbon in which was stuck
a silver p:n, mounted with Scotch peb-
bles, an ornament that 1 remembered
having seen Madeline wear. Mr. Sharpe
handed them to Carriston. He examined
them, and I saw his cheeks flush and
his eyes grow bright

"How did yon come by this?" he
cried, pointing to tho silver ornament

"I'll tell you presently, sir. Do you
rccognbe it?"

"1 gave it to Miss Rowan myself."
"Then we are on the right track," I

cried, joyfullv. Go on, Mr. Sharpe."
"Yes. gentlemen, wn are certainly

on the right track; but after all it in t
my fault if the track don't lead exactly
where you wish. You see, when I heard
of this mysterious disappearance of tho
lady I began to concoct my own theory.
I said to myself, when a young and
beautiful"

"Curse your theories!" cried Carris-
ton. fiercely. Go on with your ttle."

The man gave his interrupter a spite-
ful glauce.

" tVell. sir," ho said, "as you gave
me strict instructions to watch a cer-
tain gentleman closely, I obeyed those
instructions, of course, although I knew
I was on, a fool's errand."

" W ill you go on?" cried Carriston.
"If you know where Miss Rowan is,
say so; your money will be paid jou tho
momen I find her."

44 1 don't say I know exactly whereto
find the lady, but I can soon know if
you wish mb, too."

" Tell your tale your own way, but
as shortly as possible." I said, seeing
that my excitable friend was preparing
for another outburst

"I found there was nothing to be
gained by keeping watch on the gentle-
man yon mentioned, sir. so I went to
Scotland and tried back from there. As
soon as I worked on my own lay I
found out all about it The lady went
from Callcndar to Edinburgh, from
Edinburgh to London, from London to
Folkestone, and from Folkestone to

! Boulong."
I glanced at Carriston. All his calm-

ness seemed to have returned. He was
leaning against the mantel-piec- e, and
appeared quite unmoved by Mr.
Snarptt'b clear statement as to tba route
Madeline had taken.

"Of course," continued Mr. Sharpe,
"I was not quite certain I was tracking
the right person, although her descrip-
tion corresponded with the likeness
you gave me. But as you are sure this
article of jew'lry belonged to the lady
you want the matter is beyond a
doubt"

40f course," I said, seeing that Car-
riston had no intention of speaking.
"Where did you find it?"

"It was left behind in a bedroom o5

one of the' principal hotels in Folke-
stone. I did go over to Boulong, but
after that I thought I had learnt all yon
would care to kno."

There was something in the man's
manner which made me dread what was
coming; Again I looked at Carriston.
His lip were curled with contempt hut
he still kept silence.

"Why not havo pursued your in-

quiries past Boulong?" 1 asked.
4For this reason, sir. I had learnt

enough. The theory I had concocted
was the right one, after alL The lady
went to Edinburgh alone, right
enough; but she didn't leave Edinburgh
alone; nor she didn't leave London
alone; nor she didn't stay at Folkestone

where I found the pin alone; nor
she didn't go to Boulong alone. She
was accompanied by a young gentle-
man who called himself Mr. Smith;
and, what's more, she called herself
Mrs. Smith. Perhaps she was, as they
lived like man and wife,"

' "TO BE CONTINUED.

Saa Franc'sco fishermen say the
seals and sea lions around the harbor
must go, as they consume 44,000 tons
of fish a year enough to supply the
whole city.
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"The New Bcroil of Martyrs" Forma
an Interesting Theme.

Tha Heroaa Wha Cheaea a Sahara Tar
Bicker, Far Nobler Tikaa Tfceae Which

Belr Oa the BheMia ! Haataa
Bloa for Vaaae aaa Glory.

In the course of hie reeeat Western trie
Rev. T. DeWttt Talmage visited Detroit,
Mich., and delivered a sermon oa the above
subject at the Jefferson Avenue Preebyte-ria- n

Church, taking for his text:

Thou therefore endure hardseM IB Timo-
thy, a, 3.

Dr. Talmage said: Histerians are not
slow to acknowledge tha merits of great
military chieftains. We hare the

portraits of the Cromwells, the
Washingtons, the Napoleons and the Wel-

lington of the world. History Is not writ-
ten in black ink, but with red ink of human
Hood. The gods of human ambition do
not drink from bowls made out ot eilver or
gold or precious stones, but out of the
bleached skulls of the fallen. But I am
now to unroll before yon a scroll of heroes
that the world has never acknowledged;
those who faced no guns, blew no bugle-blas- t,

conquered no cities, chained no cap-
tives to their chariot-wheel- s, and yet in
the great day of eternity will stand higher
than those whose names startled the na-
tions; and seraph and rapt spirits and
archangel will tell their deeds to a listen-
ing universe. I mean the heroes of com-
mon everyday life.

In this roll, in the first place, I And all
the heroes ot the sick-roo- When Satan
had failed to overcome Job he said to God:
"Put forth thine hand now, and touch his
bone and his flesh, and he will curse thee
to thy face." Satan had found oat what
wo have all found out, that sickness is
the greatest test of ono's character. A
man who can stand that can stand
anything to be shut in a room as fast
as though it were a bus tile; to be so
nervous you can not endure the tap of a
child's foot; to have luxuriant fruit
whkh tempts the appetite of tho robust
and healthy, excite our loathing and dis-
gust when it appears on the platter; to
have the rr.pier of pain strike through the
side or across the temples like a razor; or
to put the foot into a vise or throw the
whole bodv into a blaze of fever. Yet
thero have been men and women, more
women than men, who have cheer-
fully endured this hardness. Through
years of exhausting rheumatism and
excruciating neuralgias they have gone,
and through bodilf distresses that rasped
the nerves and tore the muscles, and paled
the cheeks and stooped the shoulders. By
the dim light of the sick-roo- taper they
saw on their wall the picture of that land
where the inhabitants are never sick.
Through the dead silence of the night they
heard the chorus of the angels.

The cancer ate away her life from week
to week, and from day to day, and she
became weaker and weaker, and every
"good night" was feebler than the "good
night" before; yet noversad. The child
looked up into her face and saw suffering
transformed into a heavenly smile. Those
who suffered on the battle field amid shot
and shell, were not so much heroes or hero-
ines as those who in the field hospital and
in the asylum had fevers which no lea
could cool and no surgery could cure. No
shout of comrade to cheer them, but numb-
ness and aching and homesickness, yet
willing to suffer, confident in God and
hopeful of Heaven. Heroes of rheuma-
tism, heroes of neuralgia, heroes of spinal
complaint, heroes of heroes
ot long invalidism, heroes and heroines,
they shall reigu forever and ever. Hark I

I catch just ono note of the eternal an-

them: "There shall be no more pain."
Bless God for that!

In this roll I also find the heroes of toil,
who do their work uncomplainingly. It is
comparatively easy to load a regiment into
battle, when you know that the whole na-

tion will applaud the victory; it is cotnpar-tivcl- y

easy to doctor the sick, when yon
know that your skill will be appreciated by
tho large company of frionds and relatives;
it is comparatively easy to address an
audience, when in tho gleaming eyes
and flushed cheeks you know that your
sentiments aro adopted; but to do
sewing where you expect that the em-

ployer will coma and thrust his thumb
through the work to show how imperfect it
is, or to have the whole garment thrown
back on you to be done over again; to
build a wall and know there will be no one
to say you did it well, but only to have a
swearing employer howling across the
scaffold; to work until your eyes are dim,
and your back aches, and your heart faints,
and to know that If yon stop before night
your children will starve! Ah, the sword
has not slain so many as the needle ! The
great battle fields of our last war wore not
Gettysburg and Shiloh and South Moun-

tain. The great battle fields of the last
war were in the arsenals and in the shops,
and in the attics, where women made army
jackets for a sixpence. They toiled on until
they died. They had no funeral enlogium;
but, in the name of my God, this morning,
I enroll their names among those of whom
tho world was not worthy. Heroes of the
needle, heroes of the sewing-machin- e, he-

roes of the attic, heroes of tho cellar, heroes
and heroines, bless God for them!

In this roll I also find the heroes who
have uncomplainingly endured domestic
injustice. There are men who for their toil
and anxiety have no sympathy in their
own homes. Exhausting application to
business gets them a livelihood, bnt an al

wife scatters it He is fretted at
from the moment he enters the door until
he goes out of it, the exasperations of bus-

iness life augmented by the exaspera-
tions of domestic life. 8uch men are
laughed at, bnt they have a
trouble, and they would have long ago
gone into appalling dissipations but for
the grace of God. Society to-d- is
stiewn with wrecks of men who under the
the northeast storm of domestic infelicity
have been driven on the rocks. There are
tens of thousands of drunkards ia this
country to-d- made such by their wives.
That is not poetry; that is prose.

But Che wrong is generally in the oppo-
site direction. You would not have to go
far to Had a wife who is a perpetual mar-
tyr. Something heavier than the stroke
of the fist, unkind words; staggering home
at midnight and constant maltreatment,
which havo left her only a wreck of what
she was on that day when, in tho midst
of a brilliant assemblage, the vows were
taken and fall organ played the wedding
march, and tho carriage rolled away with
the benediction of the people. What was
the burning of Latimer and Kidley at the
stake compared with this? Those mea
soon became unconscious in the fire, bat
here is a fifty years' martyrdom, a fifty
years' putting to death, yet nncoca-plainin- g.

No bitter words when the rol-

licking companions, at two o'clock in the
morning, pitch the husband dead drank
into the front entry. No bitter words whea
wiping from the swollen brow the blood
struck out ia a addaight carousal; bend-
ing over the battered aad braised
form of him who, whea he took
her from her father's home, promised
lore and kindness aad protection, yet
Bothingbnt sympathy aad prayers and
forgiven eat, before they are asked for. No
bitter words when the family- - fifbU sjata

fbrmm'aadthe shop gets
sAejdecentdret.. 8oss.dar.desiri.ste
4T0k8 the . , hep
"Well, how are yon getting along now?"
And, rallying her trembling voice aad
quieting her quivering lip, she says:
"Pretty well, I thank yea, pretty well."
8he never win tell you. Ia the delirium of
her last sickness she may tell all the se-

crets of her lifetime, bnt she will not do
that Not until the books ot eternity are
opened oa the throne ot judgment will
ever be known what she has suffered.

Oh ye who are twisting a garland for the
victor, put it oa that pale brow I Whea 'she
Is dead the neighbors will beg lines to
make her a shroud, aad she will be carried
out in a plain box, with no silver plate to
tell her years, for she has lived a thousand
years of trials and anguish. The gam-
blers, the swindlers who destroyed her
husband, will not come to the funeral.
One carriage will be enough for that
funeral, one carriage to carry the or-

phans and the two Christian women who
presided over the obsequies; but there is a
flash, and the opening of a celestial door,
and a shout: "Lift up your heads, ye ever-
lasting gates, and let her come la;"
and Christ will step forth and say, " Come
in; ye suffered with me on earth, be glori-
fied with me in Heaven." What is the
highest throne in Heaven? The throne ot
the Lord God Almighty and the Lamb. No
doubt about it. What is the noxt highest
throne in Heaven? While I speak it seems
to me that it will be throne of the drunk-
ard's wife, if she with cheerful patience
endure all her earthly torture. Heroes and
heroines!

I find also in this roll the heroes of Chris-
tian charity. We all admiro the George
Peabodys and the James Lenoxes of the
earth, who gave tens and hundreds and
thousands of dollars to good objects. But
I am speaking this morning of those who
out of their pinched poverty help others
of such men as those Christian missionar-
ies at the West, who are living on $230 a
year that they may proclaim Christ to the
people. One ot them writing to the Secre-
tary, in New York, says: "I thank yon
for that $25. Until yesterday we have had
no meat in our house for three months
We have suffered terribly. My caildrea
havo no shoes this winter." I am speak-
ing of those people who have only a half a
loaf of bread, but give a piece of it to
others who are hungry; and of those who
have only a scuttle of coal, bnt help others
to fuel; and of those who have only a dol-

lar in their pocket and give twenty-fiv- e

cents to somebody else; and of that
father who wears a shabby
coat, and ot that mother who wears a fad-
ed dress, that their children may be well
appareled. You call them paupers, or
ragamuffins, or immigrants. I call them
heroes and heroines. Yon and I may not
know where they live or what their name
is; God knows, and they have more angels
hovering over them than yon and I have,
and they will have a higher seat ia
Heaven.

They have had only a cup of cold water
to give a poor traveler, or may bare only
picked a splinter from under the nail of a
child's finger, or put 'only two mites into
the treasury, but the Lord knows them.
Considering what they had, they did
more than we have ever done, and their
faded dress will become a white robe, and
the small room will be aa eternal mansion,
and the old hat will be a coronet of vic-

tory, and all the applaasa of Earth, and
all the shooting of Heaven, will be
drowned out when God rises ap to give his
reward to those humble workers ia his
kingdom, aad to say to them: "Well done,
good and faithful servants!" Yoa have
all seen or heard of the ruin of Melrose
Abbey. I suppose in some respects the
most exquisite rain oa Earth, aad yet,
looking on it I was not so impressed yon
may set it down to bad taste, bat I was
not so deeply stirred as I was at
the tombstone .at the foot
of that abbey, the tomb
stone placed by Walter Scott over the
grave of an old man who had served for
a good many years in his house the in-

scription most significant, aad I defy any
man to stand there and read it without
tears coming into his eyes; the epitaph:
"Well done, good and faithful servant!"
O, when our work is over, will It be found
that because of anything we have done
for God, or the Church, or suffering hu-

manity, that such an Inscription is appro-
priate for us? God grant it!

Who are those who. wore bravest and de-

served the greatest monument Lord
Claverhouse and his burly soldiers, or
John Brown, the Edinburgh carrier, and
his wife? Mr. Atkins, the persecuted min-
ister of Jesus Christ in Scotland, was
secreted by John Brown and his wife, and
Claverhouse rode up one day with his armed
men, and shouted in front of the house.
John Brown's little girl came out He said
to her: "Well, Miss, Is Mr. Atkins here?"
She made no answer, for she could not be-

tray the minister ot the gospeL "Ha!"
Claverhouse said, "then yon are a chip of
the old block, are you? I have something
in my pocket for you. It Is a nosegay.
Some people call it a thumbscrew, but I
call it a nosegay." And he got off his
horse and he put it on the little girl's hand,
and began to turn it until the bones
cracked, and sho cried. He said: "Don't
cry! Dontcry! Don't cry! This is not a
thumbscrew, this is a nosegay. And they
heard the child's cry, and the father
and mother came out, and Claver-
house said: "Ha! It seems that yon three
have laid your holy heads together deter-
mined to die, like all the rest of your hypo-
critical, canting, snivelling crew. Bather
than give up good Mr. Atkins, pious Mr.
Atkins, yon would die. I have a telescope
with me that will improve your vision,"
and he pulled out a pistol. "Now," he
said," you old pragmatical, lest yon should
catch cold in this cold morning of 8cot
land, and for the honor and safety of the
King, to say nothing of the glory of God
and the good of onr souls, I will proceed
simply, and in the neatest and most expe-
ditions manner, to blow your brains out"
John Brown fell upon his knees and began
to pray. "Ah," said Claverhouse, "look
oat! If yon are going to pray steer clear of
the King, the Council and Richard Cam-

eron." "O Lord," said John Brown, "since
it seems to be thy will that I should leave
this world for a world where I can love thee
better and serve thee more, I pot this poor
widow woman, and these helpless, father-
less children into thy hands. We havo been
together in peace and good win, bnt
bow we must look forth to a better meeting
in heaven; and as for these poor creatures,
blindfolded and infatuated, that stand be-

fore me, convert them before it be too late,
and may they who have satin judgment
la this little place, on this blessed morning,
upon me, a poor, defenseless e,

may they in that last judgment find
that mercy which they had refused to me,
thy most unworthy, but faithful servant
Amen!" He rose up aad said: "Isabel,
the Hour is come of which I spoke to yoa
on the morning when I proposed hand aad
heart to yon, and are yon willing for the
love ot God to let me die?" She pat her
arms around him and said: "The Lord
gave and the Lord hath taken away.
Blessed be the name of the Lord!" "Stop
that snivelling," said Clavehouee; "I have
had enough of it Soldiers, do your
work. Take aim! Fire!" and the
head of John Brown was scattered oa
the ground. While the wife was
gathering ap ia her apron the fragments
meats ot her husband's head, gataeriag
them ap for burial, Chtvaraoase laafced late

kftfd:We,odww.
hew do feel aowaboet yoerboaalej. ... ,,, UI aiway, thought
well of aba; he has been very good to me.
I had no reason for tednkiag-anythin- bat
well ot htm, aad I think better pf him
aow."

O.what a grand thing it will be lathe
last day to see God pick oat his heroes and
heroines ! Who are those paupers of eter-
nity trudging off from the gates of Heaves?
Who are they? The Lord Claverhonses
aad the Heroes, aad those who had scep-

ters and crowns and throaes; bat they
Uved for their own aggrandisement, aad
they have broke the heart of nations.
Heroes of earth, bat paupers of eternity!
I beat the drums ot their eternal despair.
Woe! Woe Woe!

But there ia greet excitement ia Heaven.
Why those long processions? Why the
booming of that great bell in tha tower? It
is coronation day ia Heaven. Who are
those rising on the thrones 'with crowns of
eternal royalty. They mast have been
great people oa earth,
people. No, they taught ia a ragged
school. Taught ia a ragged school?
Taught in a ragged school? Is that all?
That is all, who are those souls waving
scepters of eternal dominion? Why, they
were little children who waited oa invalid
mothers. That all? That's all. She was
called "Little Mary" on earth; she is aa
Empress now. Who are that great multi-
tude on the highest thrones of Heaven?
Who are they? Why, they fed the hun-
gry, they clothed the naked, they
healed the sick, they comforted
the heart-broke- They never
found any rest until they put their head
down on the sepulcher. God watched
them. God laughed defiance at the ene-

mies who put their heels hard down on
these, his dear children, and one day the
Lord struck his hand so hard on his thigh
that the omnipotent sword rattled In the
scabbard as he said: "I am their God, and
no weapon formed against them shall
prosper." What harm can the world do
you when the Lord Almighty, with un-

sheathed sword, fights for yon?
I preach the sermon this morning in

comfort Go home to the place where
God has pat yoa to play the hero or the
heroine. Do not envy aay man
his money or his applause, of his
social position. Do not envy aay
woman her wardrobe orjaer exquisite ap-

pearance. Be the hero or the heroine. If
there be no flour in the house and yon
don't know where your children are to get
bread, listen and yon will hear something
tapping against the window pane. Go to
the window aad yoa will find it is the beak
of a raven, aad open the window aad thero
will fly in the messenger that fed Elijah.
Do yon think that the God who grows the
cotton la the 8outh will let yoa freese for
lack of clothes? Do yon think that the
God who allowed the disciples, oa Sanday
morning, to go into the grain field, aad
then take the grain and rub it la their
heads aad eat, do yoa think God
will let yoa starve? Did yoa
ever hear the experience of
that old man? "I have been young and
now am old ; yet have I not aeea the right-eo-

forsaken, nor his seed begging bread."
Get up oat of your discouragement, O
troubled soul! O sewing women t O atea
kicked and cuffed by anjust employers! O
ye who are hard beset in the battle of life,
and know not which way to turn! O yoa
bereft one ! O yoa sick one with complaints
yon have told to no one! come aad get the
comfort ot this subject. Listen to oar great
Captain's cheer:

"To him that overcometh will I give to
eat of tho tree of life which Is In the midst
ef the paradise ot God!"

BACK TO EARTH.

How the Ghost a JRacrlek Tracer Is Ea
citing the Residents ot His Old Home.

(Newton (Muse.) Cor. Cincinnati Enquirer.
Several months ago Patrick Tracey, a

resident of Night-Ca- p Corner, a sleepy
district in the outskirts of West Newton,
was found dead in an outbuilding form-
ing a part of his estate. It was taken for
granted that he died of heart disease.
Patrick Tracey's ghost is said to have re-

visited Night-Ca- p Corner repeatedly since
the time of his decease hovering about his
former home. Night-Ca- p Corner is in a
state of feverish excitement as to why Pat
is so disturbed. It is hinted that he was
the victim of fool play. Another reason
may be stronger. It is stated that the
teams he used were mortgaged, and that
they have bees sold since his taking off
under foreclosure.

The neighbors have firm faith that it is a
genuine ghost, many persons claiming to
have seen it One woman was passing
Pat's place last night, when, it is said,
Pat's form appeared dimly outlined in the
darkness, and steadily it approached nntQ
it was within three feet of the terror-strick-

woman, when suddenly it sank
into the ground. Another story is that
the apparition accosted a maa who was
passing through the yard of Pat's earthly
home recently aad asked him for a drink
of water. This is discredited, as the de-

ceased was not fond of water while here
below. The spiritual peregrinations are
confined to the door-yar- or vicinity of
his late home, where the visits are fre-

quent Borne pretend to disbelieve the
story, bnt only those who have not seen
the ghost The locality is close oa the
border ot Charles River, not far from

a place mystic, romantic, beau-
tiful and famed as the eoaatry-se- at ot
ghosts of all descriptions.

"EGYPT."

How the Name Came to Be Applied te
Soothers nilaeja.

IS. L. Dwight, la Springfield Bepubllcaa,

I was born and raised in Jefferson Coun-

ty, Illinois, aad grew to manhood ia the
family of ray grandfather, Governor Z.
Casey, one of the early prominent mea of
Southern Illinois. He came to Jefferson
County (which is a part of Southern Illi-

nois) in 1816, while Blinois was yet a Ter-
ritory. Governor Casey was at one time
Lieutenant-Govern- of the State, for a
number of years a prominent member of
Congress from Blinois, aad held other im-

portant positions. He was folly identified
with the State and people up to the time
of his death, which occurred ia 1863. I
mention these facta to show yoa that I
know whereof I speak. Governor Casey
often explained to me ia my childhood why
Southern Blinois was called "Egypt,"
and it was this: About the year 1835 (I
am not certain aa to the exact year), there
was throughout Northern aad Central Bli-

nois a great scarcity of corn, while all
through Southern Blinois there was a very
great abundance; as a consequence, the
following fall aad wiater great numbers
came dowa into "Egypt" (as ia ancient
times the people west dowa into ancient
Egypt for a like purpose) to bay aad carry
back corn to supply the wants ot the peo-

ple is that part of the 8tate where the corn
crop for that year had been a total faflare.
The chief product of the State at that time
waa corn; bat little else' was cultivated.
It was the staple article ot food, both for
maa aad beast Aadtthaa Soathera nil-ao-

came to be called "Egypt." The
"thick darkaesa" aad the extreme igaor-as-

never did exist here.
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eU0l60S AND OUCATIOrJAU '&
-

--Nearly aHthe towasin theaathra--
cite coal refaoas have opened night
scheeiev m aeceraance with law, waiea
are well patronmed 'by the comers.
PUUburgh Ckromde.

In the schools of Copehagen twenty--f
oar boys out of everyone hundred suier

from headache. They study too mack
eight hours a day and do not roaep

enough.
Bishop Hugh Miller Thompson wast

recently asked if wobmb were capable
of receiving what is called the higher
education equally with men. TheBuhop
replied emphatically: "There is bo sex
in intellect" N. Y. FoaL

One-tent- h of the "Studenteaschaft"
at the Zurich University is now female.
Twenty-nin- e young ladies study medi-
cine, fourteen philosophy, and two po-
litical economy. Of the forty-fiv-e fe-

male students, fifteen are Swiss and tea
Bussiaa.

The most valuable possession of a
city is the reputation of its professional
classes, and of all classes the reputation
of its teachers is most precious, since
they stand at the very fountain head of
public intelligence and practical moral-
ity. Journal of Education.

Middlebury (Vt) College students
had a lark the other night and barred
up the chapel doors so that no prayers
could be held there. Then they stole a
black horse, painted it white, and in-

itiated it into a society with imposing
ceremonies. Rutland Herald.

Dear brother, who rehearse so
unctuously yoar early escapades, do
not blame the youthful sinners on the
back seats if they persist in their way-
wardness. Haply they aro only in train-
ing, and hope one dav, when they shall
have been converted, they may have
something to brag of as you do now.
Boston Transcript.

One question discussed at the lata
missionary conference in Osaka, Japan,
was whether it is better that missionaries
should be seat oat married or single-N-

only was the sentiment decidedly ia
favor of their being married, but statis-
tics from one society showed that the
term of service for single men was fire
years shorter than that of the married.

Atone of the schools in this city
("says theNewburyport (Mass.) Herald),
die master, in a general exercise, wrote
the word "dozen" on the blackboard,
end asked the pupils to each write a
sentence containing the word. He war
somewhat taken aback to find on one of
the papers the following unique sen-
tence: "I doaen know my lesson." If
that boy lives to grow up he will be an
editor, or funny man, on some of our
contemporaries.

The following words of England's
great Prime Minister, Mr. Gladstone,
are so full of truth that they deserve to
be posted ia every Sunday-schoo- l: "Be-
lieve me, the essence of true religioae
teaching is that the teacher should be-

lieve that which he teaches, and should
be delivering as he believes it the whole
message ef truth. Unless there is that
sympathetic that magnetic feeling
established between children and teach-
ers that the tcachar is dealing honestly
with them, the pupil win believe that
the religious teaching is a sham." Boa-io- n

Jdurnal.
The great English universities open-

ed the autumn term with large number
of new matriculations. There are 619
freshmen at Oxford this term, as com-
pared with 570 at the same period met
year. There are fifty-si-x at Christ
Church, forty-nin- e at New College, aad
forty-seven- at BallioL where the College
Hall has been enriched by a very flee
new organ, the gift of the master.
There are forty-on-e freshmen at Keble,
the newest of the colleges. At Cam-
bridge there are 865 freshmen. Trinity
College heading the list with 179, while
next come St John's (eighty-two- ),

Caius (fifty-four- ), Clare (fifty-four- ),

and Pembroke (fifty-three- ).

WIT AND WISDOM.

The Turks sav that a knife's wound
heals, the tongue's never.

"I don't love yoa, and I won't
marry you," she said to him in a pet.
"Two negatives make an affirmative,
my dear; let's go and see a parson,"
he replied. They itemX. Chicago Tri-
bune.

Mrs. Broml$p This paper says that
it will take eleven thousand years to ex-
haust the coal supply. Mr. Bromley
Eh? Eleven thousand years! What an
idiot I've been! I'll not sieve another
ash! Philadelphia CalL

It is always very pleasant for a maa
to have his young wife knit him a pair
of socks, bat it requires considerable
diplomacy on his part to ask her which
section is meant for the toes withoat
hurting her feelings. N. Y. Mail.

"You say that the women of
their noses bored and wear

jewels in them?" "So travelers assert.
,4Tben a Timbuctoo woman must be
like the Puritan yacht" "How do yoa
make that ont?" "Because she has her
scenter bored." Boston Courier.

Arara avis:
Freaks aad curioslt'es In plenty

The various dime shows gather.
But here's one I ween
That never was seen,

And that la the youth of twenty
Who doesn't know more than bis father

BiBlim Courier.
Drunkenness is now said to be

contagious disease. This is no new dis-
covery, however. It has long bees
known that a man returning home per-
fectly sober after doing the town with
some boon companions is pretty sure te
catch it from his wife when he gets into
the house. 8omersville Journal.

A burglar who attempted to enter
a house in Sacramento was caught fast
in the window; and the woman armed
herself with a potato-mashe- r, drew op
a chair, and sat there and tapped his
head for half an hour before calling the
pobce. She said she had always just
ached to pound a man all she wanted
to. San Francisco Chronicle.

Blueberry Pie: Diner (at cheap
restaurant) "What do you call this,
waiter?" Waiter "Dat sah? Dai's
blueberry pie, sah!" Diner "It looks
more to me like a slice of
stuck up with flies." Waiter I de-

clare, sah, to tell Hie trnf, we've got a
new cook, and I reckon he ain't cotched
onto de scientifick style o' mashin' dem
flies for blueberry pie. He ain't for a
fac'." N. T. Independent.

m m

Bon Voyage.

"Yes, Bobby," said young Featherry,
"I am going West for a little trip."

"Are yoa going for your health?" in-

quired Bobby, with solicitude.
"Wel not altogether for my health,

although I shall derive some benefit, aa

"Sister Clara hopes yoa wflL"
"I say Bobby." whispered Featherry."

"did yoar sister say that she hoped my
trip would do me good?"

"Yes. She told ma last night that if
Mr. Featherly went West she hoped aft
wouMgoforgood." iT. r. 6am.
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